The Valley by Good, Vera
thing then? 
she pondered. 
If Paul 
w
ere 
w
o
u
nded 
.
.
.
 No
,
 1 m
u
st 
n
ot think about 
it. 
She quickened her 
steps, but 
again 
the 
question 
cam
e back into her 
m
ind. 
If Paul 
.
.
.
.
 N
o, it 
w
o
uldn't 
m
ake 
any 
difference. 
1 
can
 
w
o
rk 
all 
of 
m
y life. 
H
elen 
stopped 
in 
the 
e
ntrance 
of 
her 
bU
ilding to pick up the m
ail. 
She found 
the V
-m
ail from
 PauI, 
a
nd 
she to
re 
open 
the 
en
v
elope. 
H
er 
eyes dropped to
 
the 
last tw
o lines. 
"1 
rn
ay b
e horne 
o
n
 fur-
lough 
so
o
n
. 
I've 
had 
a 
little 
bad 
luck 
.
.
.
.
 "
 
She 
rubbed 
her 
eyes 
to
 
clear the blur, but the 
w
o
rds 
still 
stood 
o
ut 
black 
a
nd 
foreboding 
o
n
 
the 
gray 
background. 
The Valley 
V
.,,,,, G
ooo 
1 stood 
alon
e
 and looked 
across the 
v
alley; 
Th
e
 trees 
whose 
roots 
w
e
re
 far below
 
m
ade 
w
ebs 
O
f yellow
 lace through 
w
hich the 
sm
oke 
of faH
's 
G
ray fires 
w
as 
spiring to the g
entle PUsh 
O
f w
ind
.
 
The 
n
e
a
r w
as indistinct, the far 
A furry 
m
ist that hung upon the 
e
a
rth 
A
nd 
m
ade 
m
e feel infinity 1 co
uld 
n
ot 
see
.
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